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A mart of destruction we made at Jalula where men were

afraid,
For death was a difficult trade, and the sword was a broker

of doom;

And the Spear was a Desert Physician who cured not a few of

ambition,
And drave not a few to perdition with medicine bitter and

strong:
And the shield was a grief to the fool and as bright as a

desolate pool,                                                         15

And as straight as the rock of Stamboul when their cavalry

thundered along:
For the coward was drowned with the brave when our battle

sheered up like a wave,
And the dead to the desert we gave, and the glory to God in

our song.

J. E. Flecker.
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THE HOODS OF SPRING

hounds of spring are on winter's traces,
The mother of months in meadow or plain

Fills the shadows and "windy places
With lisp of leaves and ripple of rain ;

And the brown bright nightingale amorous                5

Is half assuaged for Itylus,

For the Thracian ships and the foreign faces,
The tongueless vigil, and all the pain.

Come with bows bent and with emptying of quivers,
Maiden most perfect, lady of light,                        10

With a noise of winds and many rivers,
With a clamour of waters, and with might :